206              OUT OF MY COFFIN
All the stations, big and small from Bordighera
to Rome, were decorated with every flower that
could be picked, from the choicest flower of the
green-houses to the simple flowers that clustered on
the mountain sides. Every lamp was covered in
crape. At Genoa the whole station was draped in
purple with crape hangings, and the Royal arms;
and an improvised altar was put up on the platform,
alongside which the train drew up. On its arrival,
Mass was said at this altar ; the station was thronged
with people and there was hardly a dry eye to be
seen as the last coach slowly disappeared.
Only one little station, in fact just a " halt"
which consisted of a small wooden platform with
a shelter, had no flowers. They were not easy to
obtain there, on this rugged cliff near Rapallo,
and the <f halt" had been merely erected for the
local fishermen's convenience for the transport of
the fish. But the fisher-folk, who loved their Queen
as much as others, showed their devotion and grief
by giving all that meant most to them. Hanging
from the shelter and lying on the platform were all
sorts of fish; their best haul of the day, and they
knelt there with their empty baskets as the train
steamed by. They had given all they had,
On the Apennine hills, at the foot of which the
railway winds and bends, could be seen during the
whole night the flickering light of the shepherds'
torches and, many miles away, their horns could
be heard giving their last salute.